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Summary: Eour students: Molly, Kendra, Hamilton, and Thomas. Eour 
different stereotypes: Outcast, Popular, Bully, and Nerd. Each has 
their own problems: Bullies, Boy Problems, Girl Problems, and Parent 
Pressure. Each has a question: What makes him so mean? Why should I 
forgive him? Why isn't she crying? Why do I listen to her? What 
happens when these four different students clash? 


Eour Sides 

_"Love is the only force capable of transforming an enemy into a 
friend . 

_-Martin Luther King Jr._ 

_Why_ isn't she crying? Hamilton thought, staring at the girl who was 
sprawled out on the floor in front of him. A few people were 
chuckling, some laughing, and others pretended that he wasn't the one 
who tripped Molly Kennedy. 

He had tripped Kennedy many times, he had called her names many 
times... he had bullied her many timyes! Then why wasn't she 
crying? 

Hamilton watched as Molly picked herself up and put her backpack on, 
walking away, not even looking back at him. 

No one dared stand up for him. He was the bully. The stereotypical 
bully . 

The bell rung for homeroom, and Hamilton swaggered to him homeroom, 
Ms. Richardson class. He was late, like usual, but today was 
different. The only free seat was by Kennedy. 

Hamilton let out a sigh and asked loudly, "can anyone switch so I 
don't have to sit next to Kennedy?" "Hamilton! You will sit next to 
Molly! I am the teacher of this class. I don't see you up here 



teaching!" Ms. Richardson scolded. Hamilton let out another deep sigh 
and dropped in his seat. 

Kennedy finished scribbled something down in her Science exercise 
book and quickly shut it. Somehow Hamilton knew that she wasn't 
writing Science notes. 

Hamilton's next class was Science. It was extremely unfortunate that 
he had all of his classes with Kennedy. 

Hamilton walked into Science, Kennedy close behind. 

Hamilton lounged in his chair, his hands behind his head. He took a 
glance at Kennedy who had her Science things open and was biting her 
nails. "Psst! Kennedy!" Hamilton whispered to Kennedy, board and had 
nothing to do. 

She lifted her head slowly. "You probably have some kind of disease 
on your fingers yeah know?" He asked, nodding his head toward her 
chewed up nails. She took her nails out of her mouth slowly, still 
looking at Hamilton. 

Hamilton picked up his pencil and aimed. He threw his pencil, and hit 
Kennedy's head. It dully fell to the floor, the lead breaking. 

She bent to pick it up. Kennedy examined the pencil and stood up. She 
slowly walked over to the pencil sharpener. She put the broken leaded 
pencil in the sharpener and spun the crank. After a few seconds she 
took it out and looked at it up close. She pushed the lead with her 
fingers. When she knew it would not break she walked over to where 
Hamilton sat. 

"Here's your pencil" Kennedy softly said, holding the newly sharpened 
pencil out for Hamilton to take. Hamilton quietly took the pencil. 

Why was Kennedy ... so ... nice? 

Kendra walked into her first period. Math, with her two best friends, 
Sarah Walsh, and Gina Fareway. "I can't believe Mark cheated on 
Jenny!" Gina exclaimed. "I know! I actually liked Mark!" Sarah said. 
Kendra and Gina stare at Sarah. "No! Not like that!" She says, 
holding up her hands in surrender. "You know exactly who I like 
anyway!" "Yeah! You like Daniel!" Kendra teased. A light blush dusted 
Sarah's cheeks. Her, Sarah, and Gina sat in their usual order, Kendra 
and Sarah, and Gina in front of them. 

The last few students trickled in, a boy sitting next to Gina. The 
math teacher walked in. 

It was lunch and Kendra, Gina, and Sarah were full of chatter. "That 
boy!" Sarah exclaimed, "he answered all the questions!" "Nerd!" Gina 
sang. Kendra playfully whacked Gina in the arm, "It's not nice to 
stereotype!" "But he was! He answered all the questions and he even 
had glasses!" Gina argued. "Maybe he just likes math!" Sarah, the 
peacemaker, concluded. "When you like something you usually want to 
know everything about it!" Sarah added. Gina shrugged her shoulders. 
"So, on to a different topic. On Friday night wanna come to my 
house?" Kendra asked. 


Molly fumbled with her house keys and opened the door. She took off 
her coat and boots and took her homework out. She then went to her 



bedroom, with her homework in her arms . 


Molly's walls were blue-ish white with paper snowflakes hanging from 
her ceiling. Her room was not very big. It only had the necessities. 

A desk, bed, closet, bookshelf, and a window. 

Molly placed her home work on her desk and went to her bed. She 
looked around until she saw what she was looking for. She laughed, 
"silly. Dawn!" She picked up her pet rabbit and cuddled Dawn close to 
her chest. She laughed again and lay on her bed. "You know what 
Dawn?" She whispered. Dawn just stared. "I think this year is going 
to be the best year yet." 

The door opened. "Molly!" Molly's eyes shot up and she carefully 
placed Dawn back on her bed. "Coming!" Molly shouted. 

"For Christmas we're going to your cousins!" Molly's mom said 
happily. "What!" Molly shrieked. "You know I don't like..." Molly 
trailed off. "Molly. Just because she cut your hair in grade 5 does 
not mean you have to ignore her completely!" "Mother!" Molly whined, 
"I had to go to school with a bald spot on my head and she laughed! 
She laughed!" Molly sad angrily, crossing her arms over her chest. 
"Molly Rose Kennedy. You will go to your cousins house with your 
family for Christmas." Molly sighed in defeat and walked back 
upstairs . 

"You got a 99% I" Thomas's mother shrieked. "I thought I made myself 
clear that you had to get a 100%!" "Mom?" Thomas asked. "What?" She 
snapped. "Do I look like a nerd?" Thomas's mom shrugged her 
shoulders, "why?" "A girl in my class thinks so." Thomas's mom 
thought for a moment. "The real question is... do you think your a 
nerd?" She said, then tore up the test. "You will do better on the 
next test or else you will sleep in your old tree house!" Thomas's 
mom screeched. "Yes, mother, " Thomas quietly said, his head bowed, 
"I'll try harder next time." "No, you will do better!" 

Molly stepped off the bus and walked into the school. She sighed. She 
walked to her locker and opened it with ease. She put her stuff in it 
and checked the clock. She had ten minutes to spare. 

Hamilton got off the bus and stepped confidently into school. He saw 
Kennedy at her locker and ran quietly over. He put his back casually 
against the locker and put his leg out. He would make Kennedy cry if 
it was the last thing he did. 

Kennedy turned around a self consciously looked down, staring 
straight at Hamilton's foot. She quickly looked up and walked 
forward, tripping up in Hamilton's outstretched leg. 

Hamilton, being Hamilton, saw all of this and walked away from 
Kennedy's body on the floor. 

She obviously saw his leg, why didn't she move and not trip? Was she 
blind or something? Did she need glasses or what? 

Hamilton, still in thought, walked over to his friends locker. "Hey, 
something on your mind or what?" Liam asked, stuffing his backpack in 
his locker. "Yeah, you seem out of it!" Daniel said on the opposite 
side of the hall, slamming his locker shut and locking his lock 
carelessly. "Nothing!" Hamilton replied, leaning against a locker. 



staring straight in front of him. 


Kendra walked around the corner and saw Hamilton Gould leaning 
against her locker. Sarah giggled. "See Daniel?" She giggled quietly 
to Kendra and Gina. "Yes, Sarah, we see him." Gina replied, 
t iredly . 

Kendra walked over to her locker and coughed. Hamilton turned his 
head. "Oh! Hey, Ken!" "Don't you dare call me Ken!" She said. "Woah! 
Sorry Kendra! Didn't mean to anger you!" "Your leaning against my 
locker." Kendra said, crossing her arms. "Well you just had to say 
so, moving over a locker. "That's Gina's locker." Hamilton moved over 
again. "That's Sarah's locker." Hamilton sighed and moved to the 
other side of Liam. "Thank you very much." Kendra huffed. 

Kendra and Hamilton dated last year, grade 9, and she had seen 
Hamilton lip locking another girl. Because of Hamilton's huge ego he 
had said that they'd break up and not tell anyone why. Kendra gladly 
helped keep the secret, she didn't want rumours flying around about 
her. People have tried to find out why he and Hamilton broke up but 
they both kept the secret . 

Hamilton walked into English. He saw Kennedy biting her nails, and 
Kendra, sitting next to a nerd while Sarah and Gina sat together 
behind Kendra. 

"Hamilton, please take a seat . . . or . . . are you teaching the class 
today?" Ms. Jamie said, smiling. 

Ms. Jamie was a young woman and the only teacher Hamilton had that 
dared laugh at him. "How about you sit next to Molly? She seems 
lonely back there!" Ms. Jamie chirped, still smiling. 

Hamilton looked around. "Can't I sit next to that girl?" He whined, 
pointing to a girl on the other side of the class. Ms. Jamie gave 
Hamilton a glare that sent chills down his spin. "Fine! Fine!" 
Hamilton sighed and sat down next to Kennedy. 

"Twice in two days!" Hamilton grumbled once he was sat. Kennedy 
didn't seem to mind that he was sitting next to her. She actually 
seemed perfectly cool with it. Hamilton sighed once more and crossed 
his arms. 

The second bell rang and Ms. Jamie stood up. "Welcome class! Today we 
are starting a new project!" Half of the groaned while 49.9% of the 
class cheered. Kennedy did neither. She was that 0.01%. 

"You will write a one page, three stanza poem!" She said. Kennedy 
perked up a bit. "The person who you will be sitting with..." 

Nooooooo ! Hamilton groaned. He had to write a poem and he somehow had 
to work with Kennedy! He groaned a second time. "Let's get to work!" 
Ms. Jamie smiled, sitting down again. 

"Uh...what did she just say?" Hamilton asked uncertainly to Kennedy. 
"We . . . er . . . well . . . -" "-spit it out already, Kennedy!" Hamilton 
snapped. Kennedy took a deep breath. "We have to write a one page, 
three stanza, poem on each other. Each stanza has one thing the 
person likes or does about the other." Kennedy fell back in her seat, 
breathing out. "I can already think of three: loner, trash, and 
mouse." He muttered under his breath. He could tell Kennedy heard 



him. But no tears came to her eyes. 


Gym. Hamilton's favourite class. He loved it. Their was no sitting in 
a chair for an hour. Their was no homework. And you could 
run . 

Today's class was running. The boys, for 30 minutes, would run laps. 
Then, after the 30 minutes, the girls would go for the remainder of 
the class. They had to get partners of the opposite gender so they 
could count how many laps they did. It seemed childish to 
Hamilton . 

Mr. Wick, the gym teacher, said it would also be a kind of race. The 
one who ran the most laps of each gender raced against the opposite 
gender. Hamilton wanted to be that person. He knew 100% that he'd get 
in and win. 

Hamilton chose a random partner-less girl for his partner. Liam chose 
Jenny, his best friend that was a girl. Daniel had some trouble 
picking because every girl was taken. 

Daniel walked up to Mr. Wick. "Sir, I've got no partner." "Good! 

Molly here doesn't have one either! Here! You can be partners with 
Molly!" Mr. Wick exclaimed, pushing Molly toward Daniel. 

Hamilton looked at Molly. It was so obvious. Molly, the partner-less. 
Molly had her red hair in a high ponytail. She had a dark red 
short-sleeve shirt with black knee-length shorts. She looked 
self-consciously at Hamilton. 

Mr. Wick blew a whistle and all the boys were off. 

1... 2. ..3. ..4. ..5. ..6. ..7. ..8. ..9. ..10. ..Molly thought , counting 
Daniel's laps around the huge gym floor. By the time the whistle blew 
for the thirty minute mark Daniel ' s face was as red as a beetroot and 
he was practically drowning in his own sweat. Daniel had ran 59 laps, 
some walking laps, some jogging laps, and others sprinting laps. 
Hamilton, Molly heard, won the boys race because he did 87. 

Next, Molly was the one running and Daniel was counting. 

Hamilton, board out of his mind started counting. 1...2...How slow 
was this girl? Hamilton saw Kennedy pass the girl once. Then twice. 
Then a third time. Hamilton mentally gaped at her. For a petite girl 
she was she was fast. Kennedy was fast, yet she knew how to balance 
her running with her walking laps. 

Mr. Wick blew his whistle at the end of the class and Kennedy 
whispered her number of laps to Mr. Wick. She left to the girls 
change room without telling anyone. 

Hamilton walked out of the gym class with Daniel and Liam. "What was 
Kennedy's number of laps?" Hamilton asked Daniel. "She asked if I 
didn't tell. She said she didn't want anyone knowing except me, her, 
and Mr. Wick. Why do you ask?" "Daniel, I need to know. Am I going 
against her?" "I promised and a promise is a promise." And with that, 
he walked off. 

Kendra couldn't believe it. She was at home with, her kitten, 
Mississippi in her lap. She had, as Gina dubbed 'The Nerd', for a 
partner in her English project. It wasn't the bad 'couldn't believe' 



it either. It was ... a ... surprising thought. 


Hamilton counted his money. "Ugh! I just need one more dollar!" He 
complained, pocketing his money. He wanted to skip English so badly. 
But he couldn't. He didn't know why. Maybe it was because he was 
partnered with Kennedy. He wasn't sure if he wanted to go there to 
tease her or because of a different reason. Either way, he 
went . 

Hamilton was five minutes late. At least that's what Molly counted. 
She had waited what seemed like forever when in reality it was five 
minutes . 

"What ' ca doing?" Hamilton asked, looked over her shoulder. Molly 
snapped her English book shut. "Nothing." She replied simply. 

Hamilton snorted, "yeah, right." 

Molly opened her book to a different page in her exercise book and 
tore a sheet out. "Here. This is for your rough draft. We'll print 
the final copy in the computer lab." 

Hamilton could not believe it. Kennedy was acting civilly toward him. 
After everything that he had done. 

"Ok . . . uh . . . let ' s start. Hmmm...what is your favourite sport that you 
play?" Molly asked Hamilton. "Hockey." He replied without a moments 
hesitation. Molly thought again. What else? 

Hamilton stared at Kennedy. "Ok. What's your favourite sport?" 

"Uh...I don't like sports per say... I like running. Does that count?" 
She asked hesitantly. No wonder why she ran fast... which made him 
wonder again ... "what was the number of your laps in Gym?" The 
question seemed to take Kennedy aback. "W-what?" She stuttered 
nervously. "Do I have to say everything like I'm talking to a baby? 
How. Many. Laps. Did. You. Run. In. Gym?" "Uh...99?" She chuckled 
nervously. "What?!" Hamilton yelled. "You aren't serious, are you?" 

He asked. "Uh...no. Unless Daniel added a few laps of something..." 
Hamilton stood up. Then remembering that Daniel wasn't in his class 
he sat back down again. 

"You know I'll beat you." Hamilton stiffly said, not looking at 
Kennedy. A snort came from behind, "yeah. Molly here did 99 laps in 
30 minutes and you, here, did 87. Wanna bet?" Kendra asked from 
behind. "Kendra?" Kennedy asked, surprised. "Whoah! Hold on. You know 
each other?" Hamilton asked. 

"You could say that." Kennedy said quietly. "You could say that? You 
could say that? That's all you say Molly! Eor goodness sakes, 
Hamilton, we're cousins! I thought I told you that when we were 
dating!" "You dated?" Kennedy asked, her turn to be surprised. "Where 
were you last year, Kennedy?" Hamilton spat out. "We were dating for 
almost the whole year!" "You told him about me? Why would you do 
that? I thought that we planned not to speak to each other and 
pretend the other didn't exist!" Kennedy stated firmly. "Molly, that 
was in grade 5!" "You laughed!" "No I did not!" "I have a perfectly 
good memory Kendra. You laughed." Kennedy said softly. 

"Ok, Kendra. Kennedy. What exactly happened in grade 5?" Hamilton 
asked, in disbelief that Kendra and Kennedy were related. And that 
Kennedy was getting angry. "I cut her hair in grade 5 and she went to 



school with a bald spot on her head." Hamilton chuckled. "And I did 
not laugh. I wasn't even at school yet!" "Then why does my brain 
remember your presence?" Kennedy quietly asked. "Ok. Fine. Even 
though I wasn't there and I didn't laugh I'm sorry. Ok? Now we can go 
to that Christmas party without any adults trying to get us to 
speak." Kendra sighed. "And I forgive you." Kennedy replied. 

Thomas looked down at his test. A brick wall hit him. 99.9% it said 
in red pen. He slumped in his seat. Now he'd have to sleep in the 
cold outside. Yay! Not. 

Thomas walked off the bus and slowly unlocked the door. "Thooooomas ! " 
His mother sang. "I just got heard that you are doing a project in 
English! How would you like if she came over here to do it?" "Moooom! 
Me and Kendra are perfectly fine at school." He whined, hiding the 
test behind his back. Thomas's mom stood up. She walked and snatched 
the test out of his hand. "She's coming over or your sleeping in the 
treehouse." She said, staring disgustedly at the mark. "Ok! Eine. You 
win. I'll ask her over tomorrow. She's going to think I'm so 
childish!" Thomas muttered. 

Kendra sat her mother and father on the sofa in the living room. "Ok, 
honey, what's the big news?" He mother asked. "Me and Molly made up!" 
She said solemnly. Her mom stood up. "Oh, sweetie! That's lovely! I 
always knew you two were stuck together like glue! This is absolutely 
wonderful!" He mom said wistfully. "Good job. I'm glad for you!" Her 
father complimented, not the sentimental type. 

Eriday. Sarah and Gina were at Kendra's house for supper and a little 
fun. It was after supper and the three girls were sitting on the 
couch. "So . . . uh . . . guys ? I invited another friend 
over ... actually ... she isn't a f riend . . . she ' s more of a-" before 
Kendra could finish the doorbell rang. "Oh! That should be her!" She 
walked up to the door and opened it. "Gina, Sarah, this is my first 
cousin, Molly! Molly, this is Gina... and Sarah!" "Nice to meet you!" 
"Have I seen you around?" "She's against Hamilton in the race!" Sarah 
gasped, remembering. "Wow! I hope you win. It'll be nice to see you 
beat Hamilton. I bet Kendra does too!" Gina exclaimed, raising an 
eyebrow . 

"Guys .. .please drop the subject. Let's talk about something else." 
Kendra said, changing the subject. Gina sighed. Then, out of the 
blue, Sarah asked, "how about Truth or Dare? But no bad 
stuf f ... like ... really bad stuff." "Sure!" Gina replied. "I guess..." 
Kendra hesitantly said, leaning back on the overstuffed couch. 

"Uh..." Molly stammered. "I don't know..." "C'mon it'll be fun!" 

Sarah urged. "Ok. Eine." Molly said, finally giving in. 

"I'll go first. Sarah. Truth or dare?" Kendra asked the brunette. 
"I'll go with ... truth . " 

It kept going on with harmless dares and some interesting truths. 
"Molly, Truth or Dare?" Kendra asked. "Truth." Molly said again. She 
hadn't said Dare yet. She really didn't want to do a Dare. "Do you 
have a Phobia? If you do what one and if you don't what are you 
afraid of?" Sarah asked. "Gynophobia, a fear of dogs." "Why?" Gina 
asked. "Hey! You'll have to ask her that after. Anyway would you like 
it if someone asked you that question?" Kendra asked, taking a side 
glance at Molly, cocking an eyebrow. Molly nodded to Kendra's 
wordless question. "Ok. I get it." Gina guiltily said. 



It was Monday. The race between Hamilton and Molly was around the 
school and the race was to take place that Friday after school. 

Thomas walked around, searching for Kendra. He really didn't want 
Kendra coming over but what choice did her have? That treehouse was 
cold. And it was October. 

He finally found her by her locker, with her two friends and a 
redhead that he hadn't seen around before. Thomas tried to act casual 
and walked forward. "Hey, Kendra! Can I . . . uh . . . speak to you?" He 
asked cautiously. The two girls giggled, the redhead not even looking 
at him. She was looking in the opposite direction. He followed her 
gaze but before it clicked Kendra walked forward. 

"Sure! What do you want?" "C'mere..." He said, making a come here 
motion with his hand. "Ok..." She asked. So Thomas told her about his 
mother. Her threats and then finally asked her if she would like to 
come over and work on their English poem together. "Wow. You have 
some life. Why don't you just say no?" "Because when I go to school 
and come back, the house will be locked up tight and a pillow and a 
quilt in the treehouse. My mother isn't a joker. I once stood up to 
her and I spent a week in the treehouse and used up all my allowance 
and my money I saved for college. I used all of it. Which is why I am 
also glad that she's pushing me because she isn't paying for my 
college. I need a scholarship." 

Kendra was blown away. She had only read in books about these 
problems. "Ok. So what days are you available?" Kendra asked. "How 
about this afternoon?" Thomas asked. "Tuesday? I'm going home with 
Molly. Her parents asked me over for supper." "Ok. Tuesday. But whose 
Molly?" Thomas asked, confused. "Her. See? Haven't you heard? She's 
going against Hamilton in the race this Friday. She's my cousin." 

"Why is she just only now hanging out with you?" Thomas asked. Kendra 
didn't reply. It became silent. Then, even worse, it became an 
awkward silence. "Uh... gotta go Thomas! Tuesday right? I'll meet you 
by your locker." She stuttered than ran. Well that was 
awkward . 

"Dude, your losing your touch. When was the last time you made 
Redhead cry?" Liam asked suspiciously. Hamilton thought for a moment. 
"I don't know. It has been awhile, though, hasn't it?" He 
thoughtfully said, staring at Kennedy down the hall talking to one of 
Kendra's friends. Wasn't her name ... Sarah? Yes. That was it. Liam 
brought Hamilton back to the present. 

"Dude, look, your ex and her friends are leaving. Redhead is is just 
staring into space. I'll show you how to make a girl cry a river." 
Liam swaggered over to Kennedy. 

Hamilton watched as Liam cornered Kennedy and put his hands on the 
wall on either side of her. He whispered so lowly that Hamilton could 
not hear. He couldn't see his friends face but he could see 
Kennedy's. She was staring straight into Liam's eyes, he could tell. 
Hamilton could then see Kennedy moving her lips but it was too quiet 
to hear. Liam's hands turned into fists and his arms dropped. Liam 
was talking again because Kennedy was not. He was amazed to see tears 
starting to form in her eyes. She sniffed. Kennedy said something 
again. It looked pretty bold to Hamilton because in a flash, Liam's 
hand was up and down, a blotchy red mark was at Kennedy's left cheek. 
Liam walked away, he was smirking alright, but it wasn't as strong as 



before . 


Hamilton blinked and Kennedy had vanished. "And that, my friend, " 
Liam started when he was in earshot, "is how you make a girl 
cry . " 


End 
f lie . 



